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chase, to which many of us were devoted, The very ne-
cessary toil of life seemed, in such an existence, to consist
of what in this worn-out world was considered the choicest
pastime and the highest pleasure. And the rich climate,
and the simple manners, and the intelligible laws, and the
fair aborigines who must be attracted by such interesting
strangers, all hearts responded to the glowing vision. I
alone was grave and thoughtful. The remembrance of
Master Frederick and the Venetian expedition, although
now looked back to as a childish scrape, rendered me
nevertheless the most practical of the party. I saw imme-
diately the invincible difficulty of our reaching with success
such a distant land. I lamented the glorious times when
the forests of our own northern land could afford an asylum
to the brave and free.

The young Count de Pahlen was a great hunter. Wild
in his life and daring in his temper, he possessed at the
same time a lively and not uncultivated intellect. He had
a taste for poetry, and, among other accomplishments, was
an excellent actor. He rose up as I spoke, like a volcano
out of the sea. * I have it, Fleming, I have it!' he shouted,
with a dancing eye and exulting voice. * Ton know the
great forest of Jonsterna. Often have I hunted in it. The
forest near us is but, as it were, a huge root of that vast
woodland. Nearly in its centre is an ancient and crumb-
ling castle, which, like all old ruins, is of course haunted.
E"o peasant dare approach it. At its very mention the
face of the forest farmer will grow grave and serious. Let
us fly to it. Let us become the scaring ghosts whom all
avoid. We shall be free from man, we shall live only for

ourselves, we------' but his proposition was drowned in our

excited cheers, and rising together, we all pledged a sacred
vow to stand or fall by each other in this great struggle
for freedom and for nature.

The night passed in  canvassing plans to render this